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everything back, a detail of that scene that had sunk into com-
plete oblivion. She remembered how at the very moment she
was digging her nails into this brittle death's head, she was
sure she heard—for he was stabled nearer to them then—the
frightened neighing of her old horse!
As she thought of this she suddenly stopped examining his
cut, and inserting her hand under his soaked clothes groped
for his heart. Her joy to feel it beating was so intense that she
was deaf to the hooting of the car in the road, deaf to the sound
of Uryen's voice in the garden, and thrusting her fingers into
her mouth, she began to bite them.
Whatever her guardian angel, if Wizzie had one, thought
of the way her mind worked as she bit her blood-stained fingers,
what the girl said to herself, or rather what she said to the
unconscious form beneath her, was something like this—and
as the words took shape in her breast she stared at him with
that intense, round-eyed look that had excited No-man when
he first saw her. "You taught me my job. You taught me my
power. You taught me my life. You re-created my body!"
The salt taste of Old Funky's blood in her mouth still re-
mained with her, as, scrambling to her feet, she ran to where
she had left her things, and returning to his side with a clean
handkerchief folded it into a little pad and pushed it under
the wig where the scalp had been injured.
Old Funky's eyelids now began to quiver, and by the time
she'd adjusted the handkerchief and placed a cushion beneath
his head, he opened his eyes and gazed into her face with the
dazed confusion of someone "coming round" after an anaes-
thetic. His first words were enough to show how much alive
he was. "Where—be—me dockymint, wenchie?"
And then, after a pause, and a feeble effort to turn his head :
"He ain't a-stole 'un, 'ave 'ee?"
But Wizzie, now that it was clear that the old rogue had
suffered no serious injury, became a completely different girl.
She jumped to her feet and gave him a look of disgusted con-
tempt. "You stay just where you are!" she said. "Wait a minute,
though! I'm going to dry this at any rate." Thus speaking,
in spite of his feeble resistance, she managed to pull off his
drenched coat. She then gazed round the room till she caught
sight of a not over-clean rug spread out on a dingy sofa, and
having wrapped this, in spite of his protests, round the exposed

